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cars ago I met her in one of the valleys of my coun- 

wy: ‘She was brought to me dead in her mother’s arms, 

‘and she was wearing her bridal veil. I know it sounds 

strange, but I married her. A little time before I had 

given her my blood so that she would live, but it only 
seemed to make her die, It would appear that blood 
transfused in this manner, carrying with it pity and love, 
kills more than it saves. One wonders what is best—to 
live and have love destroyed or to die and make love 
eternal, I think that in killing her physically I gave her 
my soul so that she could live in me. It was really my 
that killed her ; there is no doubt of that, because 


my blood was so much troubled 
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She died sitting on her bed. 
she was staring blankly. Then with a supreme effort 
she screamed: “Jesus, Jesus, help me... » As she fell 
backwards she was, for a moment, no longer beautiful, 
But her mother was there, holding her head, and say- 
ing, “Go peacefully, my daughter, go peacefully... 


Later her mother told me she had died from fear, 


was afraid of death, just as the Crucified One was 
d of it. 


Tt was midnight, and 


ved early in the morning as 1 always did, and 
I found her dead and dressed as a bride. It struck 
that she had not so much died from fear of 
, from fear of the eternal marriage she was en- 
vith my soul. Te is hard enough to be a bride 
at it is far more difficult to remain true aN ay F 
afraid of eternal love because she was alral 
in my soul. 
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Then came the burial which was also the wedding, 
We were married by the light of the dawn, The under- 
taker’s horses galloped quickly and joyously for they were 
nuptial horses as well, Their hooves clattered gaily on 


the pavement. 


The coffin was lowered into the ground by two thin 
ropes. Then it was opened so that I could see her face 
for the last time, From the flowers that adorned the 
casket and from the shroud that was also a bridal veil 

med to enter my soul and my blood, 
Twas astonished by the sensation and ave, 
but then T seemed to hear her voice 
“Don’t leave me alone, the 
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conclusions. She too had experienced 


what my eyes had sees 
[still did not understand. 


Yet she had never really experienced love. She had 
been so worried she had never had time for it. I 
therefore decided to show it to her. Thus she was 
found in every love, always asking questions, always 
searching for the truth. I taught her all I could without 
fecling unfaithful. She entered alll the bodies of the other 
women I knew; she experienced their pleasures and 
“i their loves. There in the night she would feel 

anxieties and know the anguish of their dreams. 


be ee ry) 
taken to me, dead in her arms, and 
possession of all I had. That is 


eee 


Zee 


Re eT UT | 


When I die, I shall try like her to rise and scream 
towards the falling of the shadow: “Help me, help me, 
Oh my shrouded girl!” My head will then fall back- 
wards but there will be no one there to hold it up. For 
years I have lived in dreams like a madman. 


